


















the mirror darkened 
under the suck


















a bloody final chapter
that Belinsky
would approve?








& where will it land,
comrade,
have we poor been decently lathered?





two crows flew across
the sky
searching for a third
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they found Gogol
in his hell
unshaven & grieving
“the revolution
grows like
my beard,
shave me—save
the Czar!”
Dostoevski stropped
& stropped
on Gogol’s tongue
but his dull
blade 
could never cut
Lenin from
the marching womb.
